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Gentle by birth, but of a stem decayed,

He shunned life's rivalries and hated trade;

On a small patrimony and larger pride,

He lived uneaseful on the Other Side

(So he called Europe), only coming West

To give his Old-World appetite new zest;

Yet still the New World spooked it in his veins,

A ghost he could not lay with all his pains ;

For never Pilgrims' offshoot scapes control

Of those old instincts that have shaped his soul.

A radical in thought, he puffed away

With shrewd contempt the dust of usage gray,

Yet loathed democracy as one who saw,

In what he longed to love, some vulgar flaw,

And, shocked through all his delicate reserves,

Eemained a Tory by Ms taste and nerves.

His fancy's thrall, he drew all ergoes thence,

And thought himself the type of common sense *

Misliking women, not from cross or whim,

But that his mother shared too much in him,

And he half felt that what in them was grace

Made the unlucky weakness of his race.

What powers he had he hardly cared to know,

But sauntered  through  the world as  through a

show;

A critic fine in his haphazard way,
A sort of mild La Bruyere on half-pay.
For comic weaknesses he had an eye
Keen as an acid for an alkali,
Yet you could feel, through his sardonic tone,
He loved them all, unless they were his own.
You might have called him, with  his  humorous

twist,